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"Did I tell you that I am a married man?
That is, if the dear girl exists, For it's fifty years since I fled from her arms ; Though still when I dream, her opulent charms
Come back through memory's mists.
" Her lips and eyes and capacious smile,
The curves of her lissome back, The grace of  her  shape, perhaps a thought too
stout; But her principal asset without a doubt
Was her colour, a lovely blue-black.
n
" But I'd better begin at the very beginning,
To anticipate seldom pleases. 'Twas in forty-two that I sailed for the strand Where there is no coral and the coolie bland
Supplies the spicy breezes.
"By the Afric shore our anchor was cast
To replenish the tanks gone dry, When, a party of youngsters, we left the ship To stretch our legs on a hunting trip
In the wooded coast hard by.
" We were new to the work and we wandered far
Through many a forest glade. Then the weather being really remarkably hot, We got out the beer in a likely spot,
And sat down to drink in the shade.